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lordly life......From Baroda there are magnificent tours

to be made all around. Mount Abu and Chittor and
Udaipur and all Rajputana to the north; Bombay, Poona,
the hilly Concan, Mahabale&war and all the historic Mahratta
country to the south. Westward you could go to delightful
Kathiawar and the far-famed temple of Dwarka on the sea;
and eastwards you could go to Ujjain and Indore, and the
matchless valley of the Narbada. It is a chance you -will
never get in your life-time if you miss it now, so don't miss
it. Make up your mind."

Alas! the visit never materialised, for within three
months of writing this letter Romesh Dutt passed away.

But his letters not merely contain evidence of his tender
love for his family and occasionally his philosophy of life,
but show how human he was. He could not only think and
write on problems of administration, produce historical
works and carry or\controversies with Viceroys and Secre-
taries of State but with equal ease write letters full of
information on everyday humdrum events of life. Indeed,
as a closely knit family no event was too trivial to be com-
municated in letters among the members of the family.
Romesh Dutt's letters to members of his immediate family
abound in accounts of such day to day incidents. One
reads in these letters how a pet nilgai was broken to a cart,
what favourite dishes were served at the meals, and a
hundred other homely incidents of such nature. He
delighted in recounting them, and always did so with a
sense of humour magnifying an ordinary event into one
really enjoyable.

His attachment was, however, not restricted to his wife,
children and grand-children alone. One of the deepest
attachments that he had all through his life was for his eHer
brother, Jogesh Dutt to whom he always confided his inner-